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adopt the simpler plan of going on until I drop; so that I have
sometimes been tempted to petition the House of Commons to
pass a special Factory Act to deal with my case. On Thursday,
having worked without intermission since the 4th of October,, I
surveyed the awful weather, and determined that I had rather
die than do another stroke of work. I longed to sit in a very easy
chair and do absolutely nothing but lazily watch another person
working hard in some interesting way entirely unconnected with
music. After a moment's reflection I went to my dentist's. There
is nothing that soothes me more after a long and maddening
course of pianoforte recitals than to sit and have my teeth drilled
by a finely skilled hand. But my dentist's complexion was yel-
lower, and his eyes wearier than my own as he informed me that
not for any human patient would he do a stroke of work that
afternoon. So I went home disappointed. This, observe, is the
literal truth, and not an extravaganza invented for the occasion.
I add this assurance because, though I can always make my ex-
travaganzas appear credible, I cannot make the truth appear so.
The Saturday afternoon concerts at the Crystal Palace are now
over for the year, to be resumed on February i4th. As usual, the
last one was conducted, not by Mr Manns, but iy Mr Cowen,
who gave us his Scandinavian symphony, a pretty piece of work,
although, like the Robertsonian drama, it is not quite so fresh as
it was. Miss Clotilde Kleeberg succeeded in reviving the youth-
ful enchantments of that charming early work of Beethoven's,
his second pianoforte concerto, known as No, i. Miss Louise
Douste is giving a series of concerts, as are also Messrs Nicholl
and Septimus Webbe. Mr Max Heinrich, too, is recitalling lyric-
ally at Steinway Hall, with the assistance of Madame Heinrich
and Herr Benno Schonberger, who must excuse my saying that
his little hands were never made to treat Schubert's Wanderer
Fantasie in a style so foreign to its genius and to his own as he
adopted at the last recital. I regret having missed Mr Stephen
Philpot's Zelica at Prince's Hall on Tuesday; but the tickets did
not reach me until the performance was nearly over. Messrs Bes-
son, the instrument-makers, invited me to hear a recital to de*
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